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FOREWORD 


George  Elliston  has  made  in  this  collection  of  her  verses, 
requested  far  and  wide  by  many  admirers  of  her  work,  a 
grouping  of  the  best  loved  of  her  newer  poems.  As  those 
who  have  followed  the  many  articles  about  her  in  the  last 
few  years  in  Editor  and  Publisher,  Musical  Courier,  Musical 
Leader  and  other  magazines  and  newspapers  know,  "George 
Elliston”  is  no  nom  de  plume,  but  is  the  christened  name 
of  this  poet.  In  a  page  feature  in  the  Lexington  (Ky.) 
Herald,  Mr.  John  Wilson  Townsend,  chronicler  of  Irvin 
Cobb,  James  Lane  Allen  and  other  Kentucky  writers,  makes 
a  recent  interesting  summary  of  Miss  Elliston’s  books,  song 
texts,  poetry  magazine  work,  syndicated  verses,  radio, 
movie  and  illumined  card  verse.  Mr.  Townsend  calls  at¬ 
tention  to  the  fact  that  this  versatile  Kentuckian  edits  one 
of  the  best  of  the  little  poetry  magazines,  The  Gypsy; 
syndicates  a  daily  popular  verse  series,  "Every  Day  Poems,” 
through  Associated  Newspapers,  N.Y.,  of  which  H.  H.  Mc¬ 
Clure  is  general  manager;  radios  her  verses  weekly  from 
Cincinnati,  while  getting  out  a  society  column  on  the 
Cincinnati  Times-Star,  that  Ohio  newspaper  women  in 
1926  voted  the  best  in  that  state,  the  Cleveland  Plain 
Dealer  awarding  the  prize  offered  in  the  contest. 

Miss  Elliston’s  more  careful  poems  have  found  a  place  in 
the  poetry  magazines,  been  reprinted  in  The  Literary  Digest 
and  elsewhere,  been  translated  into  German,  French  and 
Russian,  are  in  English  and  American  anthologies,  includ¬ 
ing  Braithwaite’s  for  the  last  three  years.  Over  a  hundred 
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of  her  poems  have  been  set  to  music  since  1921,  when 
Stewart-Kidd  issued  her  first  collection  of  poems. 

One  of  her  songs,  "What  Shall  I  Do  With  Springtime?”, 
music  by  Cincinnati’s  distinguished  conductor  of  the  May 
Festivals,  Frank  van  der  Stucken,  was  introduced  at  the 
Mt.  Vernon,  Iowa,  Festival,  by  Florence  Austral.  Another 
song,  "Fear,”  music  by  Grace  G.  Gardner,  was  introduced 
by  Florence  Macbeth  of  the  Chicago  Civic  Opera  Com¬ 
pany.  Composers  setting  the  poems  both  in  this  country 
and  abroad  are  legion.  One  group  of  very  lovely  lyrics, 
"Indian  Summer”  (now  to  be  had  in  all  arrangements  and 
keys),  “Lost  Youth”  (translated  into  Russian  and  often 
sung  in  that  language)  and  "Fighting  Courage”  (the  title 
of  which  has  been  sold  for  a  moving  picture,  which  also 
makes  use  of  theme  and  song)  set  by  Louis  Victor  Saar  of 
the  Chicago  Musical  College,  have  been  widely  popular. 
Two  more  poems  with  texts  by  Miss  Elliston  and  music  by 
Saar,  "Vagrant”  and  "Glamour,”  are  just  off  press.  "Star 
Wishes,”  a  poem  set  by  Louise  Flarrison  Snodgrass,  is  often 
programmed  by  Dan  Beddoe,  noted  Welsh  tenor.  Joseph 
Clokey,  young  California  composer  is  among  those  mak¬ 
ing  use  of  Miss  Elliston’s  poems  for  chorales,  his  arrange¬ 
ment  of  "Pretense”  for  mixed  choral,  introduced  by 
Mendelssohn  Club  of  Philadelphia,  Bruce  A.  Carey,  con¬ 
ductor,  January  13,  1927.  This  same  little  lyric  was  three 
times  set,  during  1926,  by  Frank  van  der  Stucken  for 
women’s  voices,  the  published  music  being  entitled  "Little 
Clock,”  and  having  a  very  quaint  "ticking”  through  it, 
and  for  a  song  by  Ilse  Huebner  who  has  set  some  twenty- 
five  of  the  poems  of  Miss  Elliston,  these  including  several 
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of  her  children’s  lyrics.  Miss  Huebner  is  a  recent  resident 
of  this  country,  and  has  but  lately  begun  composition  to 
English  texts,  her  German  works,  in  her  native  land,  num¬ 
bering  nearly  one  hundred.  Mr.  van  der  Stucken  also  made 
a  chorale  of  a  little  poem,  "Candlelight  Songs.”  "Little 
Clock”  and  "Candlelight  Songs”  were  introduced  in  New 
York  City  March  29,  1927,  at  the  Waldorf  by  the  St. 
Cecilia  choir,  a  chorus  of  150  voices,  conducted  by  Victor 
Harris,  the  initial  presentation  being  so  successful  the 
compositions  had  to  be  repeated.  Emma  Beiser  Scully,  who 
has  set  many  of  this  poet’s  lyrics  for  pageahts  and  readings 
as  well  as  songs,  used  her  "Cincinnati”  poem  as  text  for  a 
community  song,  which  was  adopted  as  the  official  song  of 
the  1923  Cincinnati  Fall  Festival.  Her  children’s  lyrics 
have  captured  the  fancy  of  Margaret  McClure  Stitt, 
Howard  Wentworth  Hess,  Carlyle  Davis  and  many  others. 

So  well  established  is  this  lyric  poet’s  reputation  for 
musical  poems  that  it  is  no  uncommon  thing  for  com¬ 
posers  to  take  a  theme  and  write  music  to  it  and  then 
seek  out  Miss  Elliston,  play  the  music  and  ask  her  for  the 
words!  She  has  never  disappointed  yet.  Sketches  of  Miss 
Elliston  may  be  found  in  a  number  of  national  biographical 
compendiums,  among  them  "Who  s  Who  in  America  for 
1926-27,  Braithwaite’s  1926,  "Who’s  Who  in  Journalism.” 
Her  earlier  books,  "Every  Day  Poems,  Changing 
Moods,”  and  “Through  Many  Windows,”  passed  each  little 
volume  through  several  editions. 

In  connection  with  her  daily  popular  series,  "Every  Day 
Poems,”  a  letter  typical  of  hundreds  she  has  received  since 
this  series  was  syndicated  October  5,  1925,  is  interesting 
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and  is  given  here  together  with  the  article  appearing  in  the 
Times-Star  regarding  it  and  the  answer  to  it  of  a  fellow 
worker. 

R.  B.  M.,  first  name  Ruth,  wrote  in  from  Philadelphia: 

"Dear  George  Elliston:  For  many  months  I  have 
promised  myself  to  write  to  you,  so  I  am  just  going  *'  do  it 
tonight  and  I  hope  you  will  understand  my  motive.  I  have 
had  so  much  enjoyment  and  pleasure  in  reading  your  'Every 
Day  Poems’  in  the  Bulletin,  and  they  always  fit  in  so  per¬ 
fectly  with  my  moods,  I  can  hardly  realize  that  they  were 
not  just  written  for  me. 

"Do  you  know  that  your  sentiments  are  deceiving?  And 
I’m  sure  you  think  me  inquisitive.  But,  I  find  myself  try¬ 
ing  to  determine  whether  you  are  a  man  or  woman,  old  or 
young.  I  am  sure  you  are  of  the  feminine  sex  when  I  read 
your  'Sincerity’  and  'In  June,’  and  you  must  be  young  to 
put  my  thoughts  in  verse  as  in  'Questing.’  But,  when  I 
read  'If  I  Have  You,’  'Retribution’  and  'Gods’  I  feel  you 
are  a  man  rich  in  years. 

"However,  I  know  you  are  very,  very  human  when  you 
think  all  the  beautiful  verses  I  have  read — and  I  want  you 
to  know  I  love  every  one  of  them.  But,  I  know  there  are 
many  I  have  missed — so  would  it  be  asking  too  much  of 
you  to  advise  where  I  may  get  every  one  of  them  in  book 
form?  I  hope  that  you  will  never  grow  tired  of  writing 
verses,  because  I  am  selfish  enough  to  want  to  look  forward 
to  reading  them.  With  best  wishes  for  always  from  a 
friend  whom  you  have  never  met,  I  am,  etc.” 
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Charles  Ludwig,  also  of  the  Times-Star.  staff,  who  was 
shown  the  communication,  asked  leave  to  answer  it,  and 
this  is  what  he  wrote: 

My  Dear  Miss — 

Your  letter  delighted  George  Elliston  so  much  that  she 
showc~  t  to  me.  Yes,  George  is  a  woman — and  since  you 
are  so  interested  in  her  I  will  tell  you  something  about  her — 
for  George  would  be  too  modest  to  say  these  things. 

I  have  worked  with  Miss  Elliston  on  the  Times-Star  for 
some  years.  You  were  right  in  your  guess  that  the  poet  is 
a  woman — and  you  were  also  right  in  your  belief  that  she 
has  the  wisdom  of  an  old  man. 

As  you  wrote  in  your  letter,  it  was  quite  difficult  for 
you  to  reconcile  the  simplicity  of  the  young  girl  poet  with 
the  wisdom  of  the  wise  old  philosopher  that  you  also  saw 
in  her  verses.  It  all  seemed  deceptive  to  you,  you  wrote. 
But  here’s  the  explanation: 

Miss  Elliston  was  a  general  assignment  reporter  for  the 
Times-Star  for  a  number  of  years  and  in  that  time,  report¬ 
ing  every  phase  of  life,  of  good  and  evil,  of  deeds  of 
wickedness  and  generosity,  of  love  and  hate — murder  and 
suicide,  self-sacrifice  and  self-immolation,  heroism  and 
cowardice,  beauty  and  ugliness,  poverty  and  w’ealth,  the 
whole  range  from  the  slums  to  royalty — all  this  gave  her 
in  a  few  years  as  much  observation  and  experience  of  life 
as  a  wise  old  man  could  get  in  his  lifetime. 

She  was  a  wonderful,  indomitable  reporter,  working  on 
hardest  cases.  So  you  guessed  right — Miss  Elliston  is  in¬ 
deed  the  strange  combination  that  you  took  her  to  be:  A 
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poet  with  the  joyous,  exuberant  love  of  life  and  beauty  of 
a  girl,  the  heart  of  a  child — and  yet  a  head  that  is  as  full 
of  wisdom  as  that  of  an  old  man. 

She  has  been  society  editor  for  the  Times -Star  for  some 
years  and  writes  three  to  ten  columns  of  society  news  every 
day — she  is  a  prodigious,  a  colossal,  worker. 
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CONFESSION 


My  heart  will  sing  and  sing 
Of  anything: 

I  cannot  keep  it  still — 

A  hill, 

Will  give  it  song.  It  sings 
Of  little  things. 

Of  great  majestic  things. 

Nor  does  it  always  keep 
A  vigil  deep 

With  dreams,  but  quite  afar 
It  finds,  a  star 
In  busy  street  or  mart, 

Oh,  singing  heart. 

It  soars  beyond  the  day 
Up  and  away; 

I  cannot  keep  it  still — 

Its  fill 

It  takes  of  beauty  bright, 

Of  crystal  night, 

Of  agony,  delight. 
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INVOCATION 


World,  world. 

Give  me  your  treasure, 
All  that  you  have 
There  in  the  measure. 

Give,  give, 

Give  me  your  beauty, 
I’ll  bear  the  grief, 

I’ll  take  the  duty. 

Give,  give, 

Deeps  of  your  starlight, 
Heights  of  your  hills — 
All,  all  for  my  sight. 

World,  world, 

Give  me  your  treasure, 
All  that  you  have 
There  in  the  measure. 
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TOWER 


My  strength  is  not  in  flesh, 

This  ever  has  denied  me: 

My  stronghold  is  the  high  wind, 
A  sunset  or  a  tree. 

I  build  my  tower  of  beauty 
That  never  can  be  lost: 

I  build  my  power  on  beauty 
And  never  count  the  cost. 

My  fortress  is  a  far  cloud, 

My  hope  a  starry  sky: 

Death  will  not  matter  much 
To  me,  who  will  not  die. 
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GOING  TO  SLEEP 


And  if  I  do  not  go  to  sleep, 

I  watch  a  picture  on  the  wall, 

And  sometimes  hear  soft  voices 
Call  and  call. 

The  picture  is  a  meadowland, 

Old  trees,  dark  mystics  whisper  there, 
Beneath  them  spring  is  blowing 
So  very  fair. 

And  then  before  I  am  quite  sure, 

I  step  into  the  gilded  frame, 

I’m  someone  else  .  .  .  and  can  .  .  . 
Not  think  .  .  .  my  name. 
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SOUND 


Today  my  heart  is  steeped  in  sound, 

Just  sound; 

I’m  drunk  with  listening  and  I  hear 
Far  underground. 

And  all  the  garden  ’round  about 
Echoes 

Bees’  hum — crickets — and  each  low  wind 
That  softly  blows. 

Tomorrow  I  shall  move  along 
The  grass, 

Nor  catch  a  single  greeting  as, 

Longing,  I  pass. 

But  oh,  today — today  is  sound, 

Just  sound; 

I  hear  the  world  itself,  the  world, 
Turning  around. 
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WITCHES’  ANSWERS 


What  shall  we  put  into  this  day? 

What  do  you  say,  soul,  what  do  you  say? 

Shall  we  put  twenty  or  ninety  per  cent — 

How  much  is  charged  for  the  clay  house  we  rent? 

Shall  we  put  dreams  or  shall  it  be  money? 

Starlight  or  sunlight  or  bright  amber  honey? 

What  is  the  most,  the  best  worth  while — 

Shall  it  be  curses  or  struggle  and  smile? 

Who  knows  the  answer,  who  knows  the  answer, 
Wisdom  or  laughter,  sages  or  dancer? 

Old  winds  and  new  winds  fumble  together. 

Bring  witches’  answers,  "Tomorrow’s  fair  weather.” 
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GUESS 


Little  leaves  that  dance  so  softly, 
Dance  so  gaily,  dance  so  lightly 
In  the  sun  and  in  the  moon, 

Move  so  tenderly  and  whitely. 

Do  you  quiver  to  a  music 
Ever  singing,  ever  sighing 
To  a  measure  I  can  never 
Hear  in  living,  heed  in  dying? 

Where  is  it — this  fairy  beauty, 

What  is  it — this  gentle  strain, 
Waking  you  fantastically 
To  old  whispering  in  new  rain? 

There  must  be  a  singing  somewhere, 
Unheard  orchestras  in  tune, 

Else  you  would  not  sway  and  tremble 
In  the  sun  and  in  the  moon. 


23 


BALLAD  OF  A  PROPER  LADY 


She  looked  at  life  with  formal  eyes, 

No  mystic  maze  of  winding  ways 
Allured  her,  ordered  was  the  prim 
Procession  of  successive  days. 

No  fairy  tales  annoyed  her  calm, 

She  dwelt  within  the  Land  of  Fact, 

She  met  life  solemnly  and  each 
New  problem  with  a  certain  tact. 

She  was  prepared  for  everything 
Save  death — which  caught  her  unaware 
Upon  an  unexpected  morning — 

As  she  combed  out  her  long  grey  hair. 

They  say  she  still  resents  his  coming 
Without  a  warning  and  that  nightly 
Her  ghost  makes  moan  and  will  not  rest 
Within  its  grave,  sedate  and  rightly. 

But  roams  the  hills  still  combing  out 
Its  long  grey  hair  and  would  complete 
That  scheduled  day,  death  interrupted — 
Each  thing  as  planned — proper  and  neat. 
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PRETENSE 


Little  clock,  little  clock 
Full  of  such  pretense! 

Whither  going?  Whither  going? 
Whence — Whence — Whence  ? 

Very  sly,  very  sly, 

So  impatient,  too, 

As  if  every  single  day 
Were  something  new. 

Gay  deceit — gay  deceit 
Time  is  oh,  so  old, 

’Tis  a  story — and  you  know  it — 
Often  told,  often  told. 
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GHOSTS 


It  is  not  ghosts  of  people, 

That  I  fear; 

They  are  beloved  and  loving, 

Near  and  dear. 

But,  oh,  the  ghosts  of  things 
Unfinished — done 
In  weakness  or  despair, 

Or  not  begun — 

Mistakes,  ah,  these  try 
Tokens  and  faiths; 

Gaunt  bitterness,  forever, 

These  grim  sad  wraiths. 

The  ghosts  of  things,  white  specters 
I  dread  to  see, 

Most  terrible — these  ghosts — 

Of  all  to  me. 
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STAR  WISHES 


I  hung  my  wishes  on  a  star 
Gay  fragile  things  as  light 
As  snowflakes  lit  by  winter  moon 
And  just  as  shining  bright. 

Pale  fading  ghosts  they  were  by  day, 

So  faint  and  bodiless; 

But  when  the  night  dropped  softly  down 
Its  subtle  sweet  caress — 

Those  wishes  shone  upon  that  star 
And  led  me  on  and  on, 

Until  I  climbed  above  the  world 
And  found  them  mine — one  dawn. 
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SNOW  PRINCESS 


Ah,  Princess  of  the  ice  and  snow, 

Cold  misery  marks  your  reign — 

Who  can  not  smile,  whose  frozen  heart 
Is  still  with  its  own  pain. 

A  desperate  lover  is  the  sun; 

Your  dreams  cry  out,  and  yet 

His  love  destroys.  Oh,  Princess,  think — 

Try  to  forget — forget. 
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SILENCE 


Silence  is  very  beautiful, 

Death  wears  it  for  a  crown, 

And  life  mad  with  desire  of  it 
Goes  searching  up  and  down. 

Seeking  its  magic  in  blue  dark 
Ghosts  in  the  shallow  moon; 

Woodlands  and  water  and  still  small  paths — 
All,  things  that  end  too  soon. 

Silence  is  far  more  beautiful 
Than  sound  could  ever  be — 

But  it  is  Death’s,  Life  asks  in  vain 
Of  wind,  or  cloud  or  sea. 
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TO  A  CHARACTER  IN  A 
BULWER-LYTTON  NOVEL 


Your  words  are  curious  to  me 
Like  figures  in  a  gay  parade; 

As  stiff  as  manikins  they  move, 

Or  symbols  in  an  old  charade. 

You  choose  them  artificially; 

They  never  scream,  they  never  sigh, 
They  never  breathe,  they  never  live 
And  so  of  course  they  never  die. 

They  shout  up  to  the  stars  above, 
They  play  Bo-Peep,  they  hide  away, 
But  never  being  true  to  truth 
They  leave  you  empty  of  your  say. 

Like  wooden  horses  on  a  march 
They  move  along  a  wooden  mile; 

And  every  comma  weeps  white  blood 
And  every  period’s  steeped  in  guile. 
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LURE 


If  I  come  back  again,  come  back 
After  that  strange  adventure — death, 
It  will  be  on  an  April  evening 
I  shall  come  softly  as  a  breath. 

Just  as  the  shadows  fall  upon 
This  blossoming  apple  tree,  and  I — 
Shall  linger  until  moon  grows  pale 
And  morning  cocks  begin  to  cry. 

If  I  come  back  it  will  be  April — 

That  lures  me  from  my  vagrant  way, 
From  cloud  to  star  and  star  to  cloud, 
New  beauty  in  each  night  and  day. 

It  will  be  April  twilight — April’s 
White  moon  and  apple  trees  in  bloom 
That  bring  me,  where  I  have  endured 
Humiliation  of  the  tomb. 
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AUSTERE 


Your  letter  cuts  my  cheek  against  it 
And  in  the  dreams  of  night 
You  walk  in  a  ghostly  sea  with  me, 
You  stand  a  flaming  light. 

We 'climb  the  mountain  heights  and  sit 
Beneath  a  jealous  moon, 

And  gay  lutes  sound  our  hopes  afar 
With  all  of  joy  in  tune. 

The  lanterns  of  desire  are  dead, 

In  visions  shines  white  glory, 

New  purity  we  have  not  found, 

A  curious  inventory. 

I  wake  to  read  your  burning  words, 
But  all  my  longing  goes 
Back  to  the  night  and  one  high  hill 
And  scorns  the  love  it  knows. 
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PARADE 


Today  my  heart  is  heavy 
So  I  will  buy  a  frock 
And  go  outside.  My  door 
Securely  I  will  lock. 

I’ll  lock  away  the  care, 

I’ll  Jock  away  my  fate — 

New  tears,  old  pain  and  sorrow, 
And  everything  I  hate. 

I’ll  throw  away  the  hate 
And  out  upon  the  road 
I’ll  take  the  sky  and  path 
And  laughter  for  abode, 

And  when  the  evening  comes 
And  there’s  no  more  parade 
I’ll  bring  my  heart  back  home, 
Wind-washed  and  unafraid. 
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ULTIMATELY 


"When  I  go  out  and  darks  descend,” 
One  said,  “I’d  like  to  be  a  wind.” 

Another  cried,  "I’d  go  afar — 

I’d  be  the  gold  of  a  shining  star.” 

Water,  one  thought  he’d  like  to  be 
And  ripple  away  to  a  shining  sea. 

Another  said,  "Oh,  I’d  be  light, 

I  hate  the  dark,  fret  in  the  night.” 

The  last  one  said,  "Clay  from  my  birth, 
Contented,  I  return  to  earth.” 

"I  shall  know  winds  and  be  caressed — 
By  waters  pressing  my  warm  breast — 

"Stars  shall  shine  on  me  goldenly 
And  light  shall  bring  my  own  to  me. 

I  would  be  earth;  no  less,  no  more! 

I’d  pass  serene,  back  through  the  door.” 
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NIGHT  EXPRESS  PASSES 


Thick  purple  darkness  misty 
As  a  hundred  veils  dropped  softly  down 
Upon  the  stillness  folding  close 
A  little  slumbrous  country  town. 

A  sabre  thrust,  so  keen 

Air  bleeds  from  sharp-edged,  stabbing  sound, 
A  long,  quick,  pulsing  orange  shaft — 

And  then — night’s  tenderness,  profound. 


3  J 


FUTILE  FORTRESS 


The  little  fortress  of  my  heart 
Is  strong  against  old  pain, 

But  when  you  pass,  it  ever  is 
The  glory  after  rain. 

The  little  fortress  of  my  heart 
Has  missed  you  very  long 
But  always,  always  when  you’re  near 
It  knows  a  sound  of  song. 

The  little  fortress  of  my  heart 
Was  long  ago  closed  to  you, 

Whom  walls  could  never  keep  without, 
Whom  love  would  still  pursue. 

You  may  not  come,  nor  truth  be  told. 
And  yet  my  dreams  persist; 

You  do  not  touch  me  yet  I  know, 

I  know  my  lips  are  kissed. 
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ANCIENT  HOUSE 


At  first  the  silence  questioned  me, 

But  when  I  answered  it, 

Soft  shadows  moved  in  mute  protest 
And  would  not  stand  or  sit. 

My  footfalls  on  the  stairs  were  thunder 
And  when  the  twilight  came 
I  would  have  wept  for  joy  to  hear 
Known  voices  call  my  name. 

For  whisperings  were  all  about, 

Grey  wisps  of  sound — at  last 
I  fled  precipitate  from  those 
Who  held  this  house  to  all  its  past. 
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FIFTH  WIND 


Brandy  wind  blowing, 

Brandy  wind  high — 

Always  brandy  wind 
I’d  have  before  I  die. 

You  may  have  the  south  wind, 
East  wind,  and  west 
I’ll  take  brandy  wind 
For  my  heart’s  best. 

You  may  have  north  wind — 

I’d  live  swift  and  gay, 

Short  life  and  merry 
Brandy  wind  .  .  .  and  away. 
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LONESOME  TROUBADOUR 


A  lonesome,  lonesome  troubadour 
Sang  merrily  and  gay, 

But  all  his  heart  was  grief  and  pain 
And  held  in  yesterday. 

A  lonely,  lonely  troubadour 
Had  lost  his  heart  to  stone, 

And  yet  he  sang  a  roundelay, 

Nor  made  a  single  moan. 

Oh,  if  your  heart  was  misery, 

And  dripped  with  pain  and  tears, 
Could  you  conceal  it  half  so  well 
And  laugh  above  your  fears? 

The  lonesome,  lonesome  troubadour 
Had  loved  a  lady  well 
And  been  too  shy  and  been  too  late 
His  love  at  last  to  tell. 

And  so  his  rival  rode  away 
And  bore  the  lady  fair; 

Oh,  what  is  it  to  break  a  heart 
And  never  even  care? 

And  yet  the  lonesome  troubadour 
His  own  hopes  wintering 
Sang  brightly  for  the  world  at  large, 
For  troubadours  must  sing. 
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ANSWERS 


What  is  heaven? 

A  state  of  mind, 

The  sunlit  way. 

The  leaves  at  play, 

Or  being  kind. 

What  is  God? 

Power  over  all 
And  peace  in  prayer; 
Light  everywhere; 

The  poplar  tall. 

What  is  death? 

An  opening  door; 

A  dream  fulfilled 
That  long  has  thrilled; 
Ask  them — no  more. 
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FLUTE  SONGS 


All  of  the  secrets  the  south  wind  steals 
A  silver  flute  may  know; 

Joy  of  water  on  old  mill  wheels, 

Flower  songs  and  words  that  glow 

Silver  on  silver  and  weeping  sighs 
Of  the  wistful  willow  trees, 

Melodies  of  the  butterflies, 

The  gaiety  of  bees. 

Wee  little  songs  the  heart  forgot 
Out  of  its  childhood  days, 

Youthful  songs  remembered  not 
That  were  learned  in  happy  ways. 

Star  notes,  music  of  color  and  dreams 
Will  whisper  out  from  a  flute 
Magic  of  clouds  and  of  pale  moon  beams — 
It  is  voice  for  all  that  is  mute. 
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COLOR  OF  AIR 


Sometimes  the  air  is  blue  ...  so  blue 
And  once  I  saw  it  vivid  red; 

Sometimes  it  is  as  grey  as  age 
Or  white  as  pale  words  lightly  said. 

I  love  it  best  when  it  is  gold 
With  sunbeams  laughing  in  the  light, 
But  oh,  I  hate  it  bitterly 
When  it  is  black,  I  fear  the  night. 

I  like  it  when  it’s  lavender 
And  often  when  it  is  bright  green, 
And  I  can  always  dream  in  it 
When  it  has  glow  and  joy  and  sheen. 

When  air  is  full  of  fairy  tints 
It  always  seems  so  strange  to  me 
That  there  are  those  who  will  maintain 
Air  is  but  thin  transparency! 
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FOURFOLD 


When  the  winds  blow  high  in  the  new  corn  fields 
Treachery  rides  in  the  gale  to  me — 

I  reach  out  for  a  gypsy  land, 

» 

I  would  sail  for  a  far  queer  sea. 

Once  in  a  night  pent  in  with  snow 
I  was  an  abbess  cold  and  grey, 

Locking  a  portal;  and  now  and  then 
I  am  abbess  again  today. 

In  a  soft  twilight  I  rock  to  sleep 

Babies  that  never  were  born  nor  will  be — 

In  a  tall  skyscraper,  lashed  to  a  desk, 

I  know  efficiency. 

Fourfold  I  am  as  winds  that  blow, 

Singing  tempest  and  calm  noon  tide, 

Which  shall  it  be?  Where  shall  I  turn? 

What  shall  be  mine  and  what  denied? 

Silver  light  high  in  the  wheat, — 

This  I  know — whatever  it  is — 

One  thing  only  I  may  take, 

For  the  three  that  are  left  my  heart  must  break. 
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VAGRANT 


My  heart  is  anywhere 
That  beauty  lingers  long — 
Upon  a  mountain  peak. 
Within  a  new-made  song. 

It  is  a  vagrant  thing, 

It  shines  in  garish  glee, 

Now  laughing  from  a  cloud, 
Then  quiet  in  a  tree. 

Light  love  is  not  my  fancy, 
And  roving’s  not  my  will; 
But  I  can  look  on  beauty 
And  never  get  my  fill. 

So,  if  it  brings  me  that 
Which  is  beyond  compare, 
My  heart  may  linger  lightly 
Or  laggard  anywhere. 
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DO  NOT  FEAR  ME 


If  my  ghost  should  touch  you 
After  I  am  gone, 

If  my  ghost  should  touch  you 
In  a  misty  dawn, 

Do  not  start  and  falter, 

Do  not  shake  in  fright, 

Clasp  me,  hold  me,  hold  me, 
Though  I  be  all  white — 

Speak  to  me  adroitly. 

Not  so  very  loud, 

Kiss  me  as  of  old, 

Though  I  wear  a  shroud. 

It  will  be  from  loving 
You  so  very  much 
That  I  come  at  all; 

Do  not  fear  my  touch. 
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WIND  FINGERS 


Wistful,  tender  fingers 
Has  the  wind, 

Opening  flower  petals 
Rain  has  thinned 

Tickling  slender  leaves 
Into  song, 

Tall  grass  into  laughter 
All  day  long. 

Sometimes  when  the  moon’s  high, 
Stiff  in  the  night, 

I  have  seen  them  reaching 
Up  for  star’s  light. 
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GROWING  OLD 


Today  I  know  that  I  am  old; 

A  new  love  called — I  heeded  not; 

He  flung  me  a  glance  by  the  garden  wall 
There  over  a  clump  of  bergamot. 

His  eyes  were  blue,  the  blue  I  love, 

And  he  had  a  taking,  taking  way — 

He  could  not  rouse  me,  I  did  not  care; 

I  am  growing  old  and  I  know  today; 

Oh,  never  before  was  a  gay  glance  spent 
On  a  ripple  of  wind  but  met  its  own; 
Nor  ever  a  lover  turned  away 
And  whistled  down  the  lane  alone! 
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HISTORY 


Tell  me  what  you  have  loved — 
The  land  of  your  Desire; 

Nothing  of  where  you’ve  traveled 
Shall  I  inquire. 

What  beauty  you  have  quested, 
That  I  would  know,  would  see, 

In  that  lies  all  the  substance 
Of  history. 

The  roads  by  which  you  came, 

The  life  you  knew,  are  naught, 
But  I  must  learn  the  beauty 
Your  soul  has  sought. 
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LANTERN 


Your  love  is  like  a  lantern 
And  when  the  night  is  cold 
I  hang  it  high,  its  shining 
Wraps  me  around  with  gold. 

Life’s  tavern  may  be  dreary, 
The  road  a  wasteland  bare, 
But  if  the  lantern  swings 
Before,  I  shall  not  care. 

I  shall  desire  of  Fate 
But  length  of  lantern-light, 
When  it  burns  dim,  I,  too, 
Would  go  into  the  night. 
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LONELY  FRIENDS 


I  lie  awake,  the  clock  strikes  two, 
The  house  is  very  still; 

I  seek  a  friend  in  loneliness, 

One  flower  on  a  hill. 

I  find  one  star  in  cold  grey  skies 
And  this  is  near  to  me; 

All  solitary,  lonely  things, 

One  song,  one  dream,  one  tree. 

I  bring  them  close,  companionship — 
I  need  their  friendly  light; 

My  waking  does  not  seem  so  dreary 
When  I  take  these  from  night. 

I  muse  a  little  time  with  them, 

A  tender  vigil  keep, 

And  then  the  other  dreams  and  stars 
Come  bearing  boon  of  sleep. 
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WHAT  SHALL  I  DO  WITH 
SPRINGTIME? 


What  shall  I  do  with  Springtime? 
Springtime’s  here — 

Shall  I  wear  it  about  like  a  wreath 
Of  yesteryear, 

Or  shall  I  flaunt  it  gaily, 

Circus  days? 

Like  a  barber’s  pole  striped  ’round 
Two  jealous  ways? 

What  shall  I  do  with  Springtime? 
Love?  Shall  I  love? 

Like  a  story  book — violets — 

Blue  skies  above? 

Idle.  No — new  dreaming 
Snow  white  seas 

With  purple  islands — red — clouds 
Lavender  trees. 
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FULFILLED 


I  am  wed,  but  not  to  flesh. 

The  mountain  calls  and  the  blood  in  me 
Leaps  like  a  passionate  wind-blown  spray 
That  is  whipped  and  lashed  by  a  homing  sea. 

I  am  bound,  but  not  as  men 

Would  know,  or  care  if  they  understood, 

I  am  held  by  a  lofty  hill; 

My  heart  bleeds  out  its  dream  in  a  wood. 

I  am  wed,  to  the  peaks  and  the  heights. 
Oh,  I  would  sing  where  the  sun  laughs  last. 
Nothing  is  mine,  yet  I  hold  all — 

Future  and  present  and  grinning  past. 
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BARTER 


Butterfly,  Butterfly, 
Where  are  you  going? 

I  am  as  restless, 

I  would  be  knowing. 

If  I  had  bright  wings 
Gay  as  your  own, 

I  would  fly  everywhere — 
Every  place  known. 

Then  I  would  seek  me 
A  star  all  abloom, 

There,  defy  ending, 

Death  and  a  tomb. 

Butterfly,  Butterfly, 

Give  me  your  wings, 

I’ll  give  you  for  them — 
All  of  me  that  sings. 
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TOUCH 


Touch  is  a  little  house 
Full  of  misty  light 
Illumined  in  the  day  time 
Vivid  in  the  night. 

What  I  see  goes  from  me 
What  I  touch  is  mine, 
Ever,  ever  afterward 
Of  my  own  design. 

Stars  upon  a  dark  way 
Than  any  other  thing. 
Touch  is  more  to  me 
Dreams  lingering. 

House  that  closes  in 
With  its  shutters  fast — 
What  I  touch  is  mine, 
First  thing  and  last 
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COMPANIONS 


I  wonder  if — 

The  house  and  garden  ever  speak? 

It  seems  to  me  they  must; 

Community  of  trust 

Is  shared  by  them,  and  in  the  dim 

Soft  dusk,  bright  day,  their  dreams  must  seek — 

A  thousand  things; 

The  way  of  buttercup  or  tree 
The  truth  of  time  or  star, 

Of  cloud  and  sky  afar, 

And  am  I  vain  to  hear  in  rain 
Their  whispered  questioning  of  me? 
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WINGS 


When  desire  had  burned  me 
To  a  black  crisp: 

There  was  nothing  left 
But  a  tiny  wisp: 

Desire  of  wealth  and  fame 
And  many  futile  things: 

My  heart  rose  out  of  darkness 
And  it  had  wings! 

Wings  as  new  as  birth 
Marvel  after  all: 

I  could  feel  and  hear, — 

Hear  a  low  call: 

Feel  the  joy  of  pity. 

Then  there  came  to  me 
What  I  had  not  asked  for — 
Serenity. 
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RAIN  PHANTASY 


There  are  so  many  kinds  of  feet 
In  rain  .  .  .  hard  plodding  ones  that  go 
Down  through  the  world  with  thundering 
So  heavy,  weary,  weighted  woe. 

There  are  glad  footsteps  of  young  girls 
Tiptoe  and  dancing  merrily, 

And  mothers’  ceaseless,  loving  steps — 
Such  gentle,  tender  steps  they  be. 

There  are  the  tiny  lingering  footsteps 
That  patter  softly  overhead 
And  ghostly  ones  so  dim  uncertain — 
The  footsteps  of  the  newly  dead. 

So  many  kinds  of  feet 
Go  laughing,  weeping  in  the  rain; 

A  thousand  walk  above  me,  beating 
Strange  lives  into  a  thin  refrain. 
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FOUR  OLD  LADIES 


Four  old  ladies  sat  in  the  sun 
As  all  old  ladies  should. 

One  was  wicked  and  two  were  empty 
And  the  last  was  simply  good. 

Good  to  her  children  and  good  to  her  maid, 
To  the  other  old  ladies,  too, 

But  she  hadn’t  much  in  her  head  at  all 
And  her  thoughts  were  dim  and  few. 

The  wicked  old  lady  whispered  tales 
That  made  the  high  sun  red, 

And  she  spared  nobody,  nobody  at  all, 

The  living  or  the  dead. 

The  empty  ones  were  cackling  loud, 

But  the  good  one  sat  so  still 

You  could  hear  her  heart  beats  echoing 

From  the  nearest  horroring  hill. 

The  third  tale  was  the  worst  of  all, 

It  was  heavier  than  swamp  air, 

The  good  old  lady  sought  relief — 

She  dropped  on  her  knees  in  prayer. 
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OLD  ROOM 


This  room  tells  me  secrets 
If  I  listen  long. 

It  has  lived  with  people, 
Heard  sighs  and  song. 

Here  a  woman  rocked 
Babies  to  their  sleep, 

This  room  saw  youth  riot, 
Heard  old  age  weep. 

It  has  whispering 
When  the  lights  are  low, 

I  can  feel  its  ghosts 
Pass  to  and  fro. 

I  can  hear  their  laughter, 
Sounds  of  sobs,  ah  me, 

All  this  old  room  knows — 
Life,  its  mystery. 
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WHEN  LILACS  KISS 


I  do  not  see  the  moon  tonight 
And  yet  its  glamour’s  here, 

Clouds  can  not  take  away  its  magic 
When  spring’s  new  hush  is  near. 

There  is  no  moon,  yet  in  my  heart 
The  lilac’s  whispered  plaint 
Is  echoed  by  all  shadowy  things 
As  mistily  and  faint. 

There  is  no  moon,  yet  beauty  walks 
Within  the  garden’s  walls, 

A  beauty  of  the  dark  and  deep 
That  chants  in  waterfalls. 

There  is  no  moon,  yet  I  must  go 
Along  small  paths;  I  miss 
No  moonlight  in  a  garden  way 
When  lilacs  bend  to  kiss. 
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TALL 


I  like  a  man  that’s  tall,  a  building, 

I  like  my  trees  tall,  and  my  hills: 

I  cannot  tell  the  reason  for  it 
But  I  am  always  glad  God  wills 

There  shall  be  mountains  touching  skies 
And  pines  that  sweep  the  highest  star: 
There’s  something,  what  it  is  I  know  not, 
That  stirs  my  vision  swung  afar 

Up,  up  beyond  the  city  smoke. 

Just  lifting  eyes  to  heights  can  give 
My  heart  new  hope,  my  dreams  new  power. 
Can  make  me  glad,  again,  to  live. 
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MINE  OWN 


There  is  a  far  sweet  song  in  autumn 
That  catches  at  my  throat, 

I  hear  it  in  each  falling  leaf 
And  in  each  wild  bird’s  note. 

It  gives  my  heart  a  sudden  wonder, 

My  soul  a  sudden  fear, 

I  know  that  some  day  this  song’s  singing 
Will  be,  and  I,  not  here. 

Yet  always  this  is  whispered,  whispered, 
If  I  am  land  or  sea — 

Still  will  this  song  be  mine,  mine  own, 
That  is  a  part  of  me. 
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EMPTY  HOUSE 


Never  again  can  this  house  be 
Home  or  love  or  dreams  to  me, 

Never  again  .  .  .  that  has  been  all  these 
Comfort,  too,  and  joy,  heart’s  ease. 

Empty  house  that  was  so  much 
Gave  me  back  for  the  faintest  touch 
Youth  and  the  things  I  wanted  most — 
Empty  house  with  its  silent  ghost: 

Never  again  my  resting  place. 

Always  I  would  miss  your  face, 

See  you  come  to  open  a  door — 

You,  who  in  flesh  will  nevermore 

Greet  me  tired,  or  greet  me  gay, 

Tell  me  the  joys  and  griefs  of  your  day; 

Oh  that  this  house  should  still  be  here 
And  you  gone  from  it  .  .  .  who  made  it  dear! 
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LIGHTED  CANDLE 


I  light  a  candle  in  my  heart 
For  you,  beloved  one; 

I  light  a  candle  and  its  glow 
Is  as  a  mellow  sun. 

When  you  are  gone  I  warm  myself 
Beside  its  tawny  blaze: 

Remembrance — all  that  means,  my  dear, 
In  lonely  nights  and  days. 

I  light  a  candle  just  for  you, 

And  laugh  within  the  light, 

Who  never  again  shall  fear  the  dark. 
Nor  know  the  dread  of  night. 
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ESTABLISHED 


How  often  you  have  lived  and  laughed 
Since  silence  put  her  claim  on  you: 

I  will  be  walking  in  the  twilight 
And  feel  your  touch  in  wind  and  dew! 

I  will  be  singing  songs  you  sung 
And  hear  your  voice  ring  out  again. 

I  will  be  in  a  misty  garden 
And  see  you  walking  in  the  rain. 

Ah,  death  is  powerful,  but  not 
Against  such  vividness  as  yours — 

Against  your  sure  return,  can  shut 
Secure  not  one  of  many  doors. 

And  so  I  live  with  you  and  love  you 
Much  as  before  you  passed,  my  dear, 
Scorning  the  flesh  and  ghosts  for  comfort, 
Who  have  yourself — your  soul,  so  near. 
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COMMUNION 


I  often  place  appealing  hands 
On  trees  I  love  the  best 
And  feel  a  solemn  ecstasy 
From  those  caressed. 

I  sometimes  put  my  cheeks  against 
The  rough,  brown  overcoat, 

And  hear  the  leaves  cry  out  "We’re  here — 
We’re  not  remote.” 

So,  standing  with  an  arm  about 
The  trunk,  and  cheek  close  pressed. 

Calm  comes  from  troubled  thoughts,  and  I 
Find  joy  and  rest. 

Cheeks  wet  with  tears  I’ve  brought  and  heart 
That  cried  out  for  release, 

And  found  the  strength  to  still  live  on, 

A  wondrous  peace. 

O  solemn  trees,  that  see  each  day 
The  mimic  puppet  show, 

Might  it  not  be  for  comfort  such 
As  this,  you  grow? 
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WHEN  HILLS  BURN  GREEN 


Oh,  do  you  feel  it  too, 

This  loveliness  of  spring  that’s  pain? 
Green  fire  in  every  clod, 

New  iridescence  in  the  rain. 

I  cannot  be  content, 

When  God  is  everywhere  about, 
Who  have  but  one  small  soul 
For  garnering  in  this  splendid  rout. 

I  cry  upon  the  hills 

At  night  in  wistful  watchfulness; 

I  wake  to  suns  whose  sheen 
Is  love’s  deep  slumberous  caress. 

And  all  the  while  my  heart 
Is  bleeding  bright  and  bitter  blood, 
Who  cannot  stem  the  tide, 

Nor  know  the  fullness  of  the  flood. 
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CHRONOLOGY 


No  great  deeds  came  her  way  and  called, 
Hers  was  a  simple  life,  but  brave; 

The  usual  mourners  paid  her  tribute 
At  her  last  rites,  and  at  her  grave. 

The  usual  mourners,  children,  husband 
And  neighbors  all  with  eyes  tear  wet. 

So  passed  a  life  like  many  others 
With  its  successive  joy  or  pain  or  fret. 

No  great  deeds  called,  the  humble  ones 
She  did  as  they  came  to  her  hand; 

A  simple  record,  yet  of  such 
As  her  the  strength  of  any  land. 

She  was  a  wife,  she  was  a  mother, 

She  made  a  home  and  passed  her  strain 
To  stalwart  children,  filled  her  niche 
And  so  she  has  not  lived  in  vain. 


Nay,  something  of  a  solemn  glory 
Shines  as  her  clay  goes  back  to  clay — 
The  splendor  of  truth  verified 
In  small  hard  tasks  of  every  day. 
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TODAY  LOVE 


Never  a  lover  had  I 
Who  journeyed  to  far  deeps 
And  came  again  so  swiftly 
To  where  new  passion  leaps. 

Never  a  lover  had  I 
Who  walked  in  August  clover 
And  spoke  his  soul  and  vowed 
Before  the  walk  was  over. 

How  can  I  tell  you  what 
Is  in  my  heart,  so  soon? 

You  promise  me  too  quickly — 
All  in  an  afternoon. 

And  I  am  slow  at  loving 
And  never  knew  coquetry; 

Oh,  you’ll  have  a  time  with  finding 
The  fire  and  the  flame  in  me. 

For  I  am  slow  at  loving 
And  slower  still  to  say, 

So  if  you  want  today  love, 

You’d  better  be  on  your  way. 
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CHRIST  CHILD  NIGHT 


Oh,  if  your  heart  is  ever  warm 
It  must  be  warm  tonight — 

High  overhead  there  shines  the  star, 
The  Bethlehem  star  of  light. 

And  in  the  glory  love  can  see 
The  shepherds  bending  low 
Above  the  manger — cradle  of 
The  Child — so  long  ago. 

Oh,  if  your  heart  is  ever  warm, 

Now  it  will  glow  with  light, 

And  shed  its  radiance  everywhere, 
Upon  this  Christ  Child  night. 
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DEDICATION 


I  will  keep  beauty  in  my  heart, 

This  final  vow  I  make  to  youth; 

Whatever  comes,  it  must  be  mine. 

It  shall  not  go;  its  shining  truth 

Shall  sing  when  all  the  world  is  dark, 

It  shall  be  fire  within  my  grate 
Or  flowers  in  a  broken  vase, 

And  when  the  afternoon  is  late, 

It  shall  be  love  in  some  high  place; 

Love,  new  returned  from  being  given 
To  simple,  worthy,  gentle  things. 

That  take  their  strength  from  having  striven 

Long  years  against  gaunt  ugliness; 

These  shall  the  last  long  vigil  keep 
With  me,  foresworn  to  beauty’s  best 
And  least,  sound  requiems  to  my  sleep. 
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SYLLABUS 


It  is  not  always  words  that  bring 
New  understanding  deeply  seen — 
Sometimes  it  is  the  silences 
That  fall  between. 

You  speak  and  there  are  loosed  upon 
The  quiet  air,  a  flock  of  birds, 

A  thousand  colors  in  the  sun — 
These  are  your  words. 

I  follow  dazzled  as  I  move. 
Subservient  to  your  utmost  will — 
Your  thoughts  compel  me  even  as 
I  climb  the  hill. 

You  make  an  ending  and  blue  air 
So  lately  cut  to  rainbow  hue 
Is  clear,  my  thoughts  are  free  and  in 
The  silence,  true. 
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LAST  SONG 


To  you  who  searched 
The  stars,  the  sea, 

Who  loved  all  things 
So  eagerly 

That  you  never  could  go 
Quite  out,  be  dark — 

This  little  song 
This  last  remark. 

You  conquered  death. 
You  laugh  in  the  rain 
And  I  feel  yourself 
Walk  here  in  the  lane. 

I  never  pick  posies 
To  deck  your  grave — 
They  die  too  soon, 

And  where  they  wave, 

Alive  and  bright 
Is  your  resting  place; 

In  blossoms  you  loved 
I  see  your  face. 

You  kiss  my  cheek 
In  the  winds  and  I  know 
You  are  one  with  beauty 
That  you  loved  so. 
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FOR  DIFFERENCE 


White  flowers  in  the  grass  to  me 
Bring  joy  that  climbs  a  star, 

But  you  must  have  the  sound  of  beauty 
To  carry  you  afar. 

My  brother  loves  a  world  of  blue, 

But  yellow  is  to  me 

The  gayest  gold,  and  waving  grain 

Is  lovelier  than  a  tree. 

Ah,  dear,  dear  consciousness  that  planned 
This  difference  for  twain — 

One  lover  for  the  sunny  day, 

And  one  who  worships  rain. 

So  wonderful  this  difference 
With  which  each  soul  is  made 
That,  thinking  on  it  suddenly, 

My  own  heart  is  afraid. 
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WALKING  WITH  THE  NIGHT 


I  went  out  walking  with  the  night, 
Walking  with  the  night — 

So  many  dreams  it  told  to  me, 

Dreams,  slim  and  soft  and  white. 

Oh,  one  may  walk  with  night  and  whisper, 
Whisper  in  the  dark. 

And  say  such  things  as  make  the  answers 
Seem  grim  and  stiff  and  stark. 

But  I  went  walking  with  the  night. 

Never  spoke  at  all — 

And  when  I  listened  I  saw  glory, 

A  glory  fine  and  tall. 

I  went  out  walking  with  the  night, 
Walking  with  the  night, 

And  when  I  had  come  home,  I  found 
New  beauty  in  my  sight. 
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IF  I  CAN  REMEMBER 


If  I  can  remember 
When  I  have  grown  old 
All  the  spring  has  been, 
Riot  manifold — 

If  I  can  but  vision 
Echoing  youth  to  youth, 

If  I  can  forget 

Years  and  bitter  truth — 

I  shall  be  content 
With  a  happiness, 

That  not  even  age 
Can  make  any  less. 

Eyes  that  have  grown  dim, 
Weariness  of  years, 

These  shall  be  forgotten 
With  the  grief  and  tears. 

If  I  can  remember 
New  spring  as  it  blows, 

I  shall  hold  forever 
All  that  beauty  knows. 
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SHAWL 


I  love  a  shawl  because  it  hovers 
So  gallantly — like  old  time  lovers. 

Closes  about  soft,  sweet  arms, 

Warm  and  tender  against  alarms. 

Drapes  itself  on  a  chair 
Gaily  content  or  ready  to  wear. 

Shawls  have  moods,  if  you  please, 

In  a  dance  Carmen  .  .  .  can  tease. 

But  when  a  child  I  rock  to  sleep; 

Or  when  death’s  vigil  at  night  I  keep, 

Companioning  crave — then  most  of  all 
I  want  the  comfort  of  a  shawl. 
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CONFIDENCE 


Oh,  I  can  lay  my  heart  upon 
A  tender  summer’s  day. 

And  hear  the  wind-swept  words  that  flowers 
On  garden  pathways  say. 

If  you  would  know  their  little  songs 
You  must  be  very  still 
And  leave  your  laughter  far  away 
Upon  the  highest  hill; 

And  you  must  wear  a  mood  of  gold, 

And  fold  yourself  about 

With  dreams  of  stars  and  clouds  and  skies, 

And  never  have  a  doubt. 

Ah,  then  you  will  hear  wondrous  things; 

Shy  trees  will  talk  to  you, 

You  will  learn  mysteries  very  old 
And  secrets  very  new. 
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GARDEN  AT  DUSK 


I  love  a  garden  in  the  dusk. 

Each  little  path  close  veiled 
Night  gives  new  beauty,  loveliness 
And  dreams  where  day  has  failed. 

I  love  a  garden  as  the  dark 
Comes  slowly  down  upon  it. 

It  has  a  magic  quickening, 

Grace  of  a  perfect  sonnet. 

I  love  a  garden  twilight  set 
White  flowers  dimming  last 
And  low  soft  music,  cricket  sung, 

"Day’s  going  .  .  .  gone  .  .  .  day’s  passed.” 
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AFTERWARDS 


It  is  not  death  I  fear, 

It  is  remembering; 

Faint  violets’  scent,  who  cannot, 

In  flesh,  know  spring. 

I  dread  my  thin  ghost  running 
Remote  in  fields  of  snow, 

Nor  heeding  the  wind’s  sharp  knife, 
Blood’s  gallant  flow. 

To  find  no  more  the  joy 
Of  sound,  by  ears,  caught  up, 

Nor  through  my  eyes,  the  gold 
Of  buttercup. 

Wet  winds  across  the  fields, 

New  mint  beside  my  door, 

And  neither  a  tongue’s  delight — 
Forevermore. 

Oh,  if  I  am  these  things, 

It  must  be  I  forget 
How  exquisitely  flesh 
Once  paid  a  debt. 
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TALK 


Now  that  we  understand, 

We  can  sit  silently 

And  I  will  find  your  heart, 

And  you  the  heart  of  me. 

Words  useless  and  abandoned 
For  those  who  ever  know 
Dreams  inarticulate 
Are  dreams  that  shine  and  glow. 

Words  but  for  friendships  new 
And  strange  and  immature, 

And  silences  for  those 

Whose  loves  are  tried  .  .  .  secure. 
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IN  MAKING  A  WILL 


Leave  me  your  little  merry  way 
Of  speaking  and  your  smile, 

I  want  the  charm,  the  magic  of  you 
That  can  and  does  beguile. 

I  want  your  happy,  twinkling  laughter, 
The  brightness  of  your  eyes, 

The  you  that  filled  my  hours  with  beauty 
And  made  life  paradise. 

So  when  you  will  away,  staid  treasure 
Reserve  but  this  for  me! 

Soul’s  light  and  spirit’s  understanding, 
Love’s  immortality. 
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KINSHIP 


There  is  a  kinship  of  this  flesh 
And  that  warm  earth,  I  know, 

It  sings  in  winds,  it  laughs  in  trees, — 
All  things  that  dance  and  blow 

Proclaim  this  truth,  shout  it  on  high, 
Earth  is  a  sister  thing 
To  all  of  life,  and  solemn  with 
Its  deep  remembering 

Of  little  feet  that  it  upholds, 
Rejoicing  in  new  birth: 

Of  still,  still  clay,  it  hides  at  last 
The  silent  tender  earth! 
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APRIL  MORNING 


I  would  spend  a  morning 
With  an  April  apple  tree, 
Speaking  to  it  softly 
And  laughing  out  in  glee. 

All  the  summer  sunshine 
And  all  the  winter  noon 
Are  shining  in  the  blossoms 
That  will  be  gone  so  soon. 

I  will  spend  a  morning 
With  a  friendly  apple  tree, 
Hearing  many  secrets 
That  it  will  tell  to  me. 

I  will  take  a  morning 
To  drink  the  beauty  in, 

I  will  take  a  morning — 

But  how  shall  I  begin? 
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PREPAREDNESS 


Much  that  the  Sages  know 
He  never  understood, 

But  he  knew  every  bird  call, 

The  language  of  the  wood. 

Hills  spoke  to  him.  He  lost 
No  note  of  melody, 

Songs  of  the  winds  he  heard, 
Held  converse  with  each  tree. 

Life  was  a  close  communion, 
Love  came  so  near  to  him 
He  wrapped  himself  in  sunlight, 
Laughed  at  each  cowslip’s  whim. 

Life  was  a  great  adventure 
And  death  was  not  a  snare 
Because  he  matched  with  magic 
The  mystery  everywhere. 
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LOST  SECRET 


The  night  that  knows  so  many  secrets 
Is  holding  tenderly 
A  new  one  that  of  all  its  list 
Is  wonderful  to  me. 

The  mystery  of  your  face  when  love 
Swept  old  reserves  away — 

I  could  have  told  you  all  my  heart 
In  the  bright  sun  and  day, 

And  known  the  glory  in  your  eyes 
For  all  of  time  and  place, 

But  now  the  night  will  hold  its  secret, 
The  splendor  of  your  face. 
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DEATH’S  GIFT 


My  mother  was  so  lovely 
When  she  lay  dead, 

Old  Age  had  not  yet  claimed  her, 

Her  cheeks  were  red, 

And  round  and  smooth  and  not 
A  wrinkle  in  them. 

No  white  in  her  dark  hair. 

She  lay  so  slim 

And  supple  on  her  couch — 

So  tenderly 

Death  touched  her  youth  that  always 
My  eyes  will  see 

Her,  young,  and  she  will  never 
Grow  old,  or  fade. 

Death  brought  a  gift  .  .  .  old  age 
Turned  back,  dismayed. 
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TIMID  GHOST 


I  know  I’ll  be  a  timid  ghost 
And  half  afraid  to  wander 
There  in  the  garden  paths  I  love, 
And  half  afraid  to  ponder 

Beside  the  pool,  where  many  times 
I  watched  the  pansies  nod; 

I  know  I’ll  be  a  timid  ghost, 
Afraid  of  man  and  God. 

So  if  you  see  me  hovering 
Outside  the  garden  wall, 

Come  to  the  gate  and  open  it. 

Oh,  open  it  and  call. 

I  shall  but  want  to  be  again 
Beside  the  pansy  pool. 

I  shall  but  want  to  rest  a  bit 
In  that  spot,  fair  and  cool. 

And  I’ll  be  such  a  timid  ghost, 
Afraid  to  claim  my  own, 

Unless  you  call,  I’ll  wait  outside, 
Desolate,  and  alone. 
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COMPLETENESS 


I  cannot  polish  down  my  longing 

For  love;  and  palely  pass  along 

The  garden  pathway,  unreceiving 

The  wealth  of  it — bee’s  hum — bird’s  song. 

I  want  the  love  of  all  about  me, 
Surrounding  me — encompassing — 

To  be  at  one  with  all  of  life. 

Commune  with  every  single  thing. 

I  beg  that  roses  startle  me 
With  scent  as  sharp  as  human  pain, 

I  would  be  drenched  in  blues  of  spring, 
Hear  low,  soft  secrets  of  the  rain. 

I  want  the  love  I  feel  that’s  throbbing 
In  trees  and  grass,  in  stars  and  wind, 
I’d  know  an  everlasting  fullness — 
Completeness,  wonder,  without  end. 
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WINDY  NIGHT 


Witches  rode  in  the  winds  tonight 
And  blew  their  wilful  wills  about, 

And  turned  me  forward  and  turned  me  back, 

And  turned  my  umbrella  inside  out! 

They  laughed  in  skirts  swept  over  my  head, 

And  shrilled  and  shrieked  in  the  tall  pine  trees, 
They  brought  me  honey,  they  sold  me  tears, 

Before  they  mocked  away  to  the  seas! 

They  played  at  tag  around  the  house, 

They  sung  old  songs  in  minor  key. 

And  howled  a  dirge  in  the  chimney  tall, 

It  was  a  strange,  weird  symphony. 

My  house  sits  high  on  a  hill,  and  they  blew 
Until  the  rise  was  strangely  flat, 

They  blew  away  my  courage,  quite, 

And  took  along  my  prettiest  hat! 

At  last  I  fled  to  the  darkest  room 
And  wept  and  said  my  sturdiest  prayer. 

They  blew  away  .  .  .  my  words  .  .  .  my  soul  .  . 
My  flesh  and  bones  .  .  .  and  nothing  was  there! 
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HIGH  STAR 


What  if  you  cannot  touch  your  star 
With  hands  of  clay? 

Clasp  close  the  vision  through  the  night, 
Through  days  grown  gray. 

High  stars  are  not  for  finger  tips, 

The  light  afar 

Was  never  set  for  goal.  It  is 
A  guiding  star. 

Be  glad  of  this,  if  you  may  hold 
Its  image  clear; 

Be  glad  of  this,  if  when  you  pass — 

It  still  shines  near. 
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WHITE  ALTARS 


At  eventide  sweep  out  your  heart 
Of  all  dark  thoughts,  of  anger,  fear; 
Sweep  clean  and  let  no  bitterness 
Remain,  nor  sorrows  .  .  .  sigh  nor  fear. 

Sleep  is  a  little  death,  a  journey, 

And  no  one  may  tell  where  he  goes; 

Or  if  he  touches  infinite — 

This  neither  mind  nor  body  knows. 

But  it  is  true,  whatever  vision 
May  be,  it  will  be  better  far 
If  white  and  purified  he  leaves 
To  meet  the  heaven  of  his  star. 
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LONELY  HILL 


There  is  a  hill  that  cries  to  me, 

A  hill  that  has  not  a  single  tree, 

A  hill  that  is  sad  and  desolate, 

That  laments  each  hour  its  bitter  fate. 

I  pass  it  by  as  I  go  to  town, 

Its  waterfall  laughs  like  a  crazy  clown, 
And  low  clouds  kiss  its  barren  breast, 

But  that  hill  finds  no  joy  or  rest. 

It  cries  for  a  tree,  a  tree,  a  tree! — 

It  knows  I  know  so  it  cries  to  me; 

I  have  borne  it  long,  but  very  soon, 

On  a  rainy  night  in  the  dark  of  the  moon, 

I  am  going  to  take  my  shovel  and  spade. 
And  a  baby  tree  that  isn’t  afraid 
Of  a  lonely  hill,  and  where  it  is  best 
I  will  plant  that  tree  on  the  sad  hill’s  crest. 
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HASTE 


I  must  be  singing  e’er  my  song  is  waning, 

I  must  be  laughing  while  my  laughter  rings, 

For  comes  a  time  when  songs  and  smiles  are  done, 
A  day  of  ending  for  all  lovely  things. 

So  give  me  now  the  kindest  thoughts  you  know, 
Bid  me  good  cheer  along  a  sun-bright  way, 

That  I  may  scatter  for  you  melodies 

My  dreams  have  found — night  follows  fast  the  day. 

Give  me  your  praise  now  while  it  gladdens  me; 
There’ll  come  a  time  when  it  will  be  too  late 
To  matter  much  with  me  if  I  brought  joy — 

Give  me  the  garlands  now  and  do  not  wait. 

I  must  be  singing  while  my  spirit’s  gay, 

I  must  be  laughing  while  my  heart  is  light; 

Who  knows  if  songs  and  laughter  rise  and  sound 
Whence  once  the  voice  goes  down  into  the  night? 
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